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	1. My Youth Is Yours (LatulaMituna)

"I think you should get a dog," I say, adjusting my square shaped sunglasses. I remove them to put them back on, perching them on top of my head. "Name it Ralph or something like that."

My younger sister throws back her head and laughs, "that's a horrible name, Latula. I love it."

Her tone is a little menacing there at the end, but I don't mind. Terezi has always been sort of off.

"I'll get online later and look it up, find a program or something," I reply.

The dog and program in question are, of course, a seeing eye dog and a charity to gift little blind kids one, because, of course, my sister is blind.

We'd been here for three whole days, my mom and I both, sitting up with Terezi. I didn't know days could pass so slow. When your sister has a catastrophic accident, you find out a lot of things you didn't want to. Terzei's partner in crime was next door, down one arm and one eye from the same accident. She would be able to see though, and she would be able to get around on her own. I wasn't mad at Aranea's little sister, but why did it have to be my Terezi?

I balled my hands in to firsts. Terezi didn't need to see me so upset anyway. She just needed to sit in her little hospital bed, eat Ice cream, and get those bandages off her face. In due time, of course. She still had a few more days before she could leave.

We had the lights shut off in this little room, and I'd described the sunny summer mural on the wall to my sister twice. We'd tried to watch some TV, but with just the audio, Terezi didn't get much out of it. It was frustrating for me and mom to watch her try to deal. She kept asking for her 'scourge sister', whatever that meant. We decided not to tell her Vriska was still unconscious.

"Hey, TZ! Guess who!"

My head whipped around to the door where light flooded in, and the most handsome, almost high school senior in the world stood.

"Mituna!" Terezi's shrill voice exclaimed.

He'd washed his hair since the last night when he'd drove me home, but it was still wild and untamed, and still hanging in his face. He'd put on clean cloths too, unlike me who'd been wearing the same socks since we called the ambulance. My totally rad boyfriend swooped in, pecked me on the cheek and then moved quickly to sit next to my sister on the bed.

"How you feeling?" He asked, wrapping an arm around her as she wrapped one around him.

"I'd be better if they had more than cartoon channels on this TV, I'm missing Judge Judy!" Terezi complained.

"Your not gonna have time for TV," Mituna smiled, squeezing her tight to him, "guess who I brought along?"

"Sollux!" She guessed.

"Yup! Somebody else too. Guess again," Mituna urged, smiling up at me. He was always so good with her.

"Oh, not Eridan?" Terezi grimaced. Mituna laughed at her.

"It's not nice to laugh at a blind girl!" My sister shot back, and Mituna only laughed harder.

"No, TZ, I wouldn't do that to anybody I actually liked," he replied, ruffling the back of her short hair, but careful of the bandages. "Okay, Come in guys."

From around the corner came Terezi's surprises. Karkat, a longtime friend if Terezi's was leading. Following behind him was Sollux, Mituna's younger brother. Karkat slouched, like usual, but I noticed he had writing on his hand under his long sleeve. "KEEP YOUR VOICE DOWN, FUCKASS," it read, and that sounded like advice Karkat should take from himself. What, with being the loudest kid in the tri-county area. Sollux was back rocking his mismatched vans, one red and one blue. The kid had some interesting fashion choices but I wasn't going to say anything.

"Hey TZ, what'th up?" The younger captor brother lisped.

"Hi Terezi," Karkat greeted, grumbling in that perpetually grumpy tone of his.

"Oh, not much," my sister replied dryly, "just bored out of my mind."

Mituna got up off the bed, moving away from the kids, and grabbed my elbow, sliding us out of the room. He closed the door to Terezi's room and turned to face me, grinning like a man mad. He wrapped his free arm around my waist and pulled me closer to him, his other still resting on my elbow.

I closed the distance between us, coy eyes fluttering shut as our lips met. He tilted his head, pressing closer to me. It didn't last though, we were in public after all, and sloppy make outs were generally frowned upon. When he pulled away he was still smiling, and now I was too.

He'd given me mouth to mouth smile resuscitation and I'd taken to it like a bee to honey.

"How's my tulip?" He asked, leaning his forehead to mine where my bangs stuck to my forehead.

"Better," I replied, giggling, "now I've got my Tuna."

"That's good," he huffed, still smiling, and gave me a chaste kiss on the nose.

"I wanna take you somewhere," he continued, "if you feel up to it."

I frowned, sighing as my gaze drifted down, "I would love to, babe, but I can't. I can't leave Terezi."

"I've got it covered," he said, much to my surprise. "I've got Meulin and Kurloz on it. I called everybody and I've got a goddamn sheriff's posse assembled to come keep her mind off stuff while you're gone."

"Did you call my mom?" I asked, furrowing my eyebrows, directing my gaze back up to him.

"Didn't, nope," he was still grinning, still my overconfident Tuna, "I figured you could tell her you're with me and it'll be fine."

"I guess it must be pretty special if you pulled Kurloz out of the smoke haze for this," I mused, "I'm still not sure if I should leave my sister though."

Mituna had some hair brained scheme to do this if I knew him, chock full of bribery and instant-messenger shenanigans. His grin broadened, if that was possible, as he launched his explain action. "I've got Sollux and Karkat here now, Kankri is coming to pick them up later. At two, Meulin is bringing Nepeta and Equius. When they leave at four, Kurloz is bringing Gamzee and Tavros. Then Meulin is gonna bring Nepeta back up with Aradia, and they'll stay until your mom gets here at eight. It's covered, she won't even notice you're gone."

"But Terezi hates Gamzee," I objected.

"Yeah, well," Mituna's voice dropped to a hush, "I guess the kids tripping on shit so hard right now he probably won't even speak."

"That's gross," I said, sticking my tongue out, "how can Kurloz let him do that?"

Mituna just shrugged. Kurloz's business was not his business and what two kids did alone in a drug house was not his problem. Kurloz was his best friend though, and he wouldn't let Mituna down.

"I've got everything ready," he redirected, "go say goodbye to Terezi, you'll be back."

I'm reluctant to move. I don't want to leave Terezi, but then again, I haven't been home for more than than two hours at a time since the accident.

My summer, my last big hurrah before senior year, before stuff got serious, was turning out tremendously different than I'd wanted it. It wouldn't kill me to leave, but I didn't want to.

Mituna raised his eyebrows, silently asking me what was up.

Oh, just screw it!

This was handled. Terezi would have a ton of friends here, she wouldn't be alone. I deserved a break.

I pulled out of my boyfriends arms and slipped back into the room, approaching my sister from the opposite side of the bed her friends stood on.

"Latula?" She asked. She must have been able to hear my shoes or something.

"Hey, Sissy, I'm gonna go with Mituna for a while. You gonna be alright here?" I asked, reaching down to hold her left hand.

"Oh yes," she grinned, squeezing my hand before she let go, "Karkat brought crayons. Look at this."

She presented me with a piece of paper, covered in scrawl. She cackled, and I laughed too. It was supposed to be me, I think, except the once talented drawer now couldn't see her hand. It was just a black blob on top of a teal blob, with a red line across the middle. My sunglasses, I figured. I could see her doing portraits of Karkat and Sollux too.

"This is a masterpiece," I grinned, folding the paper to stick in my pocket.

"Isn't it? I've found my calling," she said, and then she cackled again.

"Okay, well," I found myself procrastinating, standing awkwardly by her, "if you're sure it's okay."

"Have fun," she grinned, but then a look of worry crossed her face, "oh, wait, Latula?"

I perked up, thinking she needed something, and I was about to jump to go get it for her.

"Thanks," she said, a little softer this time, worry morphing into sincerity, "for being such a rad big sister and staying with me so long."

I bite my lower lip to keep it from quivering. I pulled her into a quick hug and rested my face near her temple. My sister smelled like hospital and antiseptic, not like her cherry shampoo. I had to leave, now, before I cried. I didn't kiss her, just sniffled a little, and pulled away. I still didn't want to leave her.

"Bye," I bid, and I quickly left, shutting the door and sealing Terezi inside.

Mituna grabbed my hand as I walk by, blazing a path through the halls to the elevator. I was hyper aware of where I was. I dodged the same nurses I had been for the last three days, except this time I'm walking fast enough they're a blur. I jammed the button repeatedly for a lift once we reached the elevators. It infuriated me that it just wouldn't come fast enough.

"God damn this shit," I cursed, and finally I'm just all done holding back. I buried my face in my hands and Mituna wrapped me tight against his chest, and cradling my head into the crook of his neck.

Why Terezi? Why my little sister?

She used to be a talented artist. She used to like to make role playing costumes. She used to like to run and jump in the woods, and she liked playing in the cul-de-sac we called home. I wondered if she could still do any of that? She was only thirteen, she was still a baby.

It hadn't been my turn to watch them. Aranea had been right there when it'd happened and there was nothing she could have done. There was nothing I could have done.

The elevator binged, and its doors opened. People stumbled out of it, but I couldn't see their faces. They didn't spare me a second glance, people crying at hospitals was common. Mituna ushered me inside. We rode it down to the ground floor, and he walked with his arm around my hips out to his car.

Mituna's car was a silver beater from two thousand five. It had six dents on the driver's side, two of which he had put there. His dad had paid for half of it last summer when Tuna got his license. It had a hundred thousand miles but a convertible top, which he'd left down.

I loved it when he let the top down.

He loved it when my hair blew loose in the wind. He always told me I looked so pretty.

He scooted the car out of the parking lot and got us on the road, jumping on to the highway nearby. He had tissues in the console and the music turned up, blasting down the highway as we flew away from the hospital.

My favorite song was on but I couldn't be bothered to care.

I dried my eyes and decided looking out the window was probably best for me right now. I wanted to know where we were going, but I knew Tuna wouldn't spill it.

I pulled my hair out of the pony tail it'd be in for days and let my head lean back on the shotgun seat. I was so tired. It hit me just then. I tried to remember how much sleep I'd gotten, but I couldn't. Mom still had to work so she was the one that needed to rest, not me. It didn't matter though, even when Terezi was asleep I was still awake.

"If you wanna nap on the way there, go ahead 'Tula, I don't mind," Tuna offered, turning down the radio.

I shook my head, not that he could see. The sun was so bright and warm, the air on my skin felt good. I was glad now I'd come.

"Reach me my sunglasses from behind the seat?" Mituna asked, not taking his eyes away from the road. I hummed in response and leaned over in my seat belt until I could peer into the back seat. His sunglasses were laying forgotten on the ground, but placed carefully in the seat was a trio of bags. His canvas duffle bag he used when he stayed over, my school bag from last year, and a bag we usually took skateboarding. I snatched his sunglasses up and righted myself in my seat.

"Tuna, where are we going?" I asked, turning to him. This is serious, I couldn't fathom why we would need all this. "And what's in the bags?"

"There's just normal stuff in the bags. Extra cloths, your phone charger, don't worry," he explained, trying to brush the question off, "and before you ask, I didn't go rifling through your underwear. That was Meulin.

He let Meulin in my house? Oh, God what? Not cool. Not cool at all. He might have known my garage door passcode, but that was not an okay to just go using it whenever around whoever. I wondered if Kurloz was there too. That was a scary thought, I don't even know how Meulin's family stood him.

"Mituna, what's going on?" I asked. Suddenly I don't think I'm so okay with this road trip. I hand him his sunglasses anyway.

"It's a surprise Tulip," his grin never faltered and he put on his shades as he speaks, "we're going boarding. Is that a good enough explanation? I don't want to ruin it."

I'm not happy about it, but I accepted that answer. I crossed my arms and leaned back into the seat.

An hour later we were still on the road. Two hours after that and I'd fallen asleep.

I'm not sure where we were when I woke up, but it was four hours away from home, and according to my phone it was four o'clock. Terezi was on my mind even before my eyes opened, and I couldn't believe how far he'd taken me away from her. Even with her friends, even with mom, she still needed me.

We still had time, mom gets out of work at eight and heads home around eleven. We have time to get back, but that's not what worried me, what worried me is the car was stopped and Mituna wasn't here. I unbuckled my seatbelt and I opened the car door. I was freaking out, this is so, so not cool. Best I could tell, this was some ice cream parlor on-Wait, hold on.

In front of me, blind to my eyes, was the ocean. I could see it, I could hear it. Waves crashed on the sand, and the sun was still bright. The air smelled like salt and there's was a lot of moisture in the air. Gulls cried overhead. I couldn't believe it. I couldn't believe I was standing there, my jaw on the pavement and the car door open.

I'd never been here before. I'd never seen the ocean.

It's so big. It spans all the way to the horizon and it kept going. It kept going in every direction. I'd never seen anything like these sparkling waves before.

"Latula?" I didn't expect Mituna to come up behind me, but I didn't jump.

I felt my boyfriend's hand on the small of my back, and he joined me, gawking at the vast body of water. He leaned in, kissing my cheek before he whispered, "I feel like that every time I look at you."

A blush rose to my features and I looked over at him. He's just standing there.

Suddenly my mind is clear. It's okay. He maked me feel okay.

"I got the boards in the trunk, wanna explore?" He asked, his grin from earlier returning.

"Sure," I smiled, because his was contagious. He puts the top up on the car, locked it, and then grabbed our skateboards out of the trunk.

Mine was my favorite color, teal, and I'd stuck all kinds of stickers on it. A heart for Tuna, a couple little Pokemon (because who didn't think Pokemon was rad?), and a dragon. It was big and white, and it was from a band I didn't care for but it was cool at least. Tuna's board was gold. He's had all kinds of quotes scrawled on it, things I'd said to him, stuff Kurloz said when he was stoned, quotes from books and movies and stupid doodles.

We strode out of the parking lot and onto a wide sidewalk where we both sat our boards down and pushed off, riding off down the beachfront. It wasn't busy, there weren't a lot of people, being a weekday and still inside normal work hours. We rode down the beach so far I couldn't see the car anymore, and we kept going. Eventually we reached a more populated area, a boardwalk with stores and a few flights of stairs with railing to grind on.

We did stupid couple shit for hours.

We skateboarded, took selfies, walked down the beach with slushies, and just hung around being cute. If it wasn't me on his arm I'd be gagging with all the PDA.

I threw the cup to my cherry slushy in the trash as I rode by it, pushing my foot off the ground to keep myself rolling. As we reached the car, I stepped on the back of my board, the front of it coming up so I could pick it up. My boyfriend popped the trunk, put his inside, and places mine next to it as I hand it to him. Our legs ached, and just as I think he's probably ready to go home, he pulls a blanket out of a bag in the back seat and asked me to watch the sunset with him.

He'd never been sentimental like that. Most days I wasn't sure if he was aware the sun even orbited the earth, but there he was. Today had been a weird day, a weird couple of days actually. I didn't pay it any extra attention.

I can't say no.

He took my hand as we walked down to the beach. As we got closer to the water and closer to where the tides came in, the wind picked up. Mituna spread the blanket out and I we both lose our shoes, and our socks. The sand wasn't burning hot like I thought it would be. He spread out eagle, and smiled at me when I settled down next to him. I propped my head up on his arm and angle my legs away from his. My hands laid palm up. Even though everything was loud, the gulls, the water, the other people, I was pretty relaxed.

"Did you decide which classes you're gonna take in the fall?" Mituna asked, folding one arm over his abdomen.

"I wanna take drafting and design," I huffed, "I'm really hoping that does it for me. I still don't know what I wanna be."

"Me either," he confides.

"Terezi's got it in her head she wants to be a lawyer. I don't know how that's gonna go over now," I said, almost bitterly. Mituna smirked.

"Sollux, that little shit, he's getting better and better at computers."

That made me giggle, because it figured. Mituna's house was pretty much nerd central. Sollux had the place overrun with computers and parts and all sorts if technogeek nonsense. Mituna and their dad just put up with it.

It's weird how the kids already had a career and I was laying on the beach, thinking about a whole lot of nothing. My cell phone was long forgotten in my pocket. I didn't even think to call my mom even though was eight fifty and there was more dark in the sky than there was light.

"What are you gonna take?" I asked, looking over at him. His eyes were anchored to the purple sky.

"I dunno. Auto shop maybe, or newspaper or year book or something that won't bore me out of my head," he said that last part like it was funny. I looked away from him and followed his gaze to the star peppered sky.

"I'm excited for college, even if I don't know where I'm headed," I added. He noded even though I didn't see it.

"Me too," he agreed, and not to be outdone, he continued on to the next subject.

"You know, I'm gonna be eighteen in September, and you will be in November. But I guess that doesn't have anything to do with it, not if we don't want it to," he bit his lip, "but I've been thinking about this a really long time."

"Yeah?"

"Mhm. Probably since last summer," he agreed, "I just wanted to see where this was gonna go, at first, but I think I know now."

My eyebrows furrowed. "What, Mituna?"

"Well, it's just, I've had this planned out for a while. And then Terezi got hurt and I wasn't sure if it was a good idea anymore."

He's not trying to be careful, but I can sense apprehension in his tone.

"Well I'm here," I grinned, looking over at him while he's staring up at the stars.

"I'm glad you're here," he hummed, and then he met my gaze. "I have a really important thing I wanna ask you."

"Ask me," I said, looking back up at the stars. I closed my eyes for just a second. I could hear his voice over the sound of the waves, I could even feel him breathe, he filled my senses entirely.

"Okay," he snorted, like something was funny, and then he shuffled around for a second.

Something cold pressed into the palm of my hand and my eyes opened to see what it is.

It's was ring. A skinny, gold band with a single stone in the middle. It was tiny, and white, and it wa anchored into the ring, not set outside of it. It was clean, like it just came from the store and I couldn't help but stare at it.

"Latula, would you marry me?"

"Mituna…" I trailed off, my mouth hung open in awe.

"We can't, until the fall. I know that, but I know you're the one for me too. I'll marry you this fall, next summer, ten years from now, whenever you want. I just want you to be mine."

I swallowed hard as I turned the ring over in my fingers. This wasn't a promise ring, this was a wedding ring. I can't just not look at it, I can't look away. For just a minute I didn't hear or feel anything, there was just this cold metal band in my hand.

I should say something, I realized. Mituna's probably freaking out because I haven't answered him.

I don't know what to say.

I wanna marry him, I wanna marry him so bad. The nagging thought of college is picking my brain though, and senior year. God, we still had all of senior year to go.

"I mean it," he said, and I managed to pull myself away from the ring to look up at him as he spoke.

"I'll wait as long as it takes for you to be ready," his voice was firm, but I can seat his eyes are glassy.

I could feel tears welling in my eyes too. I used the hand not holding the ring to scrub my left eye. I smiled, taking my sunglasses off so I could look at him, really look at him.

"I don't understand why you're asking me now," I choked out. It sounded more confident than it actually was.

"Well," he laughed a little, wiping his own eyes.

"Like I said earlier, I didn't count on Terezi getting hurt. Some crazy stuff happened. Sollux getting a scholarship for his programming, my dad getting promoted and then fired," his hands dropped to the blanket, "stuff just changes so fast. This is senior year, and everybody keeps telling us to get out of this town and make something of ourselves."

I remembered all of that happening over the last few months. He told me everything after all.

"I can't do that, Latula," he continued, "I can't do that without you. I don't want to be alone."

I just nod, slowly.

I understood.

"It's crazy," I laughed nervously, "how stuff changes. Your right."

We were changing right now.

"Do you want me to ask you again later?" He asked hesitantly, "when stuff calms down?"

"No," I spit out quickly. I could tell he's not sure how to respond to that.

Neither of us said anything for what felt like an eternity. I was sure he was beating himself up over this. I really needed to answer him. He looked scared.

If I was upfront, if I said I wasn't ready and gave it back, we could keep going like we had been the last two years. No, actually, it wouldn't. This changed everything.

If I was upfront and told him now, he wouldn't be… Hurt? No, let down, as bad if I just squirreled around the question. I loved Mituna. I loved him from the bottom of the heart, as much as I loved my little sister. Was I ready for this? I honest to god didn't think so.

"Hey, Tuna?" I asked, hiccuping a little as a grin rose to my lips, "this is a pretty rad ring."

"You like it?" He questioned, "I know it's small, but I figured it was your style."

"Yeah," I said firmly, "I really like it. Just one problem."

He quirks an eyebrow, frowning. "What?"

"It ain't gonna put itself on my finger."

Suddenly everything melts away except for the sound of his laughter. He put a hand over his mouth, trying to stifle himself, but to no avail. I could see tears leaking out at the corners of his eyes and I'm sure mine are wet too. I hand him the ring, and he takes it, gently. He was careful about sliding it onto my left ring finger, like it would crumble away if he was too rough.

What had I just agreed to?

He laced his fingers with mine, and he moved to rest them on the blanket, grinning like a badger in a beehive. I realized I was smiling too, because my face was honest to god starting to hurt.

We lay there, on the beach, in the dark under the stars for the rest of the night. At least until my mom called, demanding to know where the hell I was.

"Chill out," I told her, "I'm with Mituna."

"I get here and this strange girl and all these kids were in Terezi's room!" She shouted, "you'd better have a pretty good explanation for this!"

"I do!" I exclaimed, "I have, like, the best explanation ever."

* * *

><p>So you'll have to forgive me? This is what i did instead of update my other two stories this month. I've been binging on Homestuck for the last month, more like three weeks really. Mituna and Latula are my new OTP, I thought they needed something happy. This is Mituna pre-accident. If I write another it'll be post accident.<p>

Also, I tried to write this like the comic, in command from, which is weird. Half way though i changed it but I kept switching back for some reason? I'm exhausted trying to edit this, so if there are errors its because I missed them when I went though.


	2. Give It Time (LatulaMituna)

The front door slammed shut like I knew it would and nails clicked on the hardwood floors. I heard Terezi's shoes hit the wall as she kicked them off. She groaned, loud and frustrated.

"Vriska again?" I called through the house.

"Always," she shot back. She'd been fighting with her best friend on and off all summer. When she'd left ten minutes ago I knew it wouldn't end well. They argued in the street until they both parted ways, storming back to their respective residences. I'd seen it all out the front window.

"Sometimes I wanna steal that stupid prosthetic arm of hers and hang it from a tree," my sister huffed as she entered the room. She'd left her cane somewhere and instead used her hand to feel the walls leading her and her guide dog to the couch. Pyral, the yellow lab, looked out for her but it was up to her to decide where to lead. I didn't pause my game as she flopped down on the couch and set to letting the guide dog loose.

"That wouldn't be too funny. Except to us," I smirked. She giggled in that unsettling way she always had.

"Hang it just high enough she can't reach it," she added. I snickered.

I mashed buttons on my wireless controller as the screen flashed with my latest achievement. I'd gotten this game three days ago and I'd started binge playing it right away. I hadn't left the house in days, even before I sent Terezi to the store to buy the game for me.

"Are you still going to see Mituna today?" She asked, turning her head to look at me with empty eyes. Her sunglasses were off, she'd never put them on this morning.

I didn't answer her, just kept mashing buttons.

"Latula?" She asked. This time I paused the game.

"Yeah," I answered, staring blankly at the TV. "Yeah, I'm gonna go see him."

"Gamzee's brother is over there right now," she offered. I could hear the distaste on her tongue as she spit the name of her most hated neighbor off of her tongue. Kurloz was okay, I guessed. Creepy, and perpetually smelled like weed, but okay.

"I'll wait until he leaves," I replied.

"Go now," she urged. I turned to look at her. I waited for her to reply, but then I realized she couldn't see my questioning expression. A year since her accident hadn't made it any easier.

"Why?"

"Because, Karkat is coming over," she smirked.

"Eww, Terezi," I laughed, "you put your mouth on that kid?"

"Wouldn't you like to know?' She cackled. I reached over, dropping my controller and locking my arm around her shoulders. She screeched and I gave my sister a noogie, thoroughly messing up her hair and causing the dog to bark.

"I don't know if I should leave!" I grinned, "and leave my poor, innocent little sister with a boy!"

Terezi fought me off, licking my arm and causing me to shriek into laughter before she managed to push me off.

"It's not like that at all!" She insisted.

"Sure," I huffed, still smiling, "because if I found you you did!"

"Latula!" She groaned.

I got up off the couch and stretched after saving my game and looked around for my socks.

"Okay, okay. I'll go."

"Bye."

Terezi flopped down where I had just been sitting and grinned at me menacingly with her teeth. I had such a weird sister. She was adorable.

I decided to ditch the socks and wear flip flops over to my boyfriend's instead. I left the front door unlocked so Karkat could let himself in. As I walked across the street, it seemed like everyone in our lively neighborhood was up to something.

Karkat Vantas was half out of his front door, screaming at his older brother Kankri, as the older boy lectured him. Vriska had made herself scarce. Her older sister Aranea was outside, reading on their measly front porch. Mrs. Leijon was home, and I could see her talking to one of the family's many cats in her garage.

The walk to the Captor house wasn't a long one. I was just dragging my feet.

The house was identical to every other house in the neighborhood. but it loomed over me, unlike all the others. I'd walked this route a million times, there shouldn't be anything different about it.

As I started up the driveway, Sollux, Mituna's younger brother came out of the house.

"Hey," I greeted, raising my hand to wave at him. The way he looked at me I already knew he was in one of his moods.

"I wouldn't go in there if I wath you," he warned, very seriously.

"Why not?" I asked, stopping short.

He kept walking, his face sort of grave. He never uttered another word to me. I chalked it up to him and his mood swings I thought they should medicate him for.

Sollux was gone, but I was still standing in the driveway, next to Mr. Captor's car, staring at the front door. It was fine, I was sure.

I thought back to last winter, the day after New Years. I got a call at three in the morning, Sollux was on the other end, crying, telling me his brother had been in a car accident. I thought the worst. I thought he was dead. I woke my mom up and she took me to the hospital, the one Terezi had been in six months earlier.

He wished he was dead, he told me three days later. And then he screamed and the nurses gave him more morphine. He'd hit his head on the dash, causing damage to his brain and nervous system. He was miserable.

He continued to be miserable the rest of senior year. He twitched and shook and his words wouldn't obey him. Most of his sentences consisted of strings of curse words. By graduation in May he was angry at everything and everyone.

He was distant. I didn't blame him. Most of his text messages were riddled with spelling errors and random numbers thrown in. After a while he stopped texting me all together.

I wasn't much better. I'd been avoiding him since our siblings got out of school for the summer.

I wasn't sure if wanted to go inside anymore.

I should though. I should go see him. I promised.

I took a deep breath and walked to the front door.

Mr. Captor, the sole parent in the household, was standing near the door when I opened it. He was just standing there, looking at something.

I froze.

Mituna was laughing in the other room. A genuine laugh that carried through the house in a way it hadn't since there had been snow on the ground.

"God, you suck at this game, Kurloz!" He said with no sting to his tone. His best friend's deep chuckle followed it.

I walked over the house's threshold and around my boyfriend's dad. I approached them before I even registered I was moving. They both looked away from the television and shifted their attention to me.

"Latula!" Mituna grinned and he held out his arm. He was urging me to hug him, or take his hand or cuddle up next to him or something. Something he hadn't done in a long time. Something we hadn't done in a long time.

"I feel like I haven't seen you in forever," he continued, grasping my hand as I offered mine to him.

"Tuna?" I didn't trust my ears. He spoke in full, articulated sentences. He made sense.

"Who else?" He asked. He scooted closer to Kurloz on the couch and pulled me to sit next to him. Kurloz rose a hand, offering me a half wave as a hello. I waved back at him.

"Are you feeling okay?" I couldn't help but ask.

"Yeah," he replied, cheerful, "now that I've got my Tulip, anyway."

Kurloz rolled his eyes and slugged Mituna in the shoulder. Mituna laughed, and they both turned back to the game they were playing on Tuna's Xbox.

"I know I promised we'd spend some time together. Just give us a sec, we'll shut it off," Mituna told me, not looking away from the screen.

"No, it's cool," I returned.

He cocked an eyebrow and threw me a sideways glance. An in game explosion attracted his attention back to the screen.

I was desperate to know what was happening in Tuna's brain. Mituna after his accident was nothing like Mituna before his accident. The way he spoke now made me hurt. My chest tightened. My heart ached. This was painful to watch.

Did he know he was acting differently? Did he know he wasn't twitching or cursing? Did he know his words made sense?

I looked over and Mr. Captor was gone. Looking out a window I could see the car was gone too.

"Hey, Tulip, Kurloz wanted me to ask you what all the screaming was about earlier," my boyfriend questioned. The question pulled my attention back to him.

"Oh, Terezi and Vriska got into it," I answered, standing up from the sofa, "you guys want pop?"

"Sure," Mituna replied. Kurloz held up two fingers, telling me to bring him one too. I was on my way back from the kitchen with three Mountain Dews when Mituna asked a follow up question.

"Did Terezi punch her?"

"Don't think so," I said, kicking back next to Tuna on the couch after divvying out soda.

"She should have," Kurloz chuckled. His voice sounded like gravel, deep and rumbly. He spoke with a speech impediment too. He'd bit his tongue and severed a nerve or something. Now all his words sounded like he twisted his tongue and said 'I live on a pirate ship.' He didn't talk much before, but he spoke even less now.

I laughed too, pushing my sunglasses up on top of my head.

It clicked all of a sudden, why Mituna was acting this way. Kurloz had been in that car with him. They'd been in the same accident. Of course Kurloz was the reason behind it. Did he know he was he doing this? Did he know his presence was all it took? It took a second to sink in. Mituna was lucid all thanks to Kurloz fucking Makara?

"How you been, Kurloz?" I mumbled, eyeing the can between my fingers as I mulled over my thoughts.

"Okay," he replied, "Meulin is pregnant."

That surprised me.

"Oh! Are you guys happy about it?" I asked, now I turned my gaze sideways but my boyfriend big head was in the way. I leaned foreword to look at him. Kurloz made a hand motion, teetering it back and forth in an "eh?" type gesture.

"He said they're getting a trailer," Mituna interjected. Kurloz didn't mind.

"And they're both going to community college instead of university," he added, "sounds like a good deal to me."

I nodded. "Yeah, nothing wrong with community college."

"I think I'm gonna go too," he spoke like he was offering it to me, licking his lips nervously, "what, with the…." He trailed off. With the brain damage. I knew what he meant.

"Good," I grinned, and took a drink of my soda. "Might have to sign myself up if I don't decide what I wanna do."

"Credits transfer," Tuna shrugged.

An explosion rocked the first person shooter on the screen and Kurloz's half flashed. He'd died. Mituna smirked.

"I gotta go anyway," Kurloz rasped, clearing his throat to make his speech just a tiny bit easier.

"I'll see you later, man," Mituna fist bumped him and Kurloz left for his shoes. He said goodbye and he was out the door a few moments later. We watched him walk down the driveway and over to the Leijon house where Nepeta let him in.

"Wanna play?" My boyfriend asked me, gesturing to the now abandoned player two controller.

"Sure," I replied, taking it from him as he handed it to me.

"One thing about you, Tulip. You're good at every game you pick up," he chatted, throwing another look my way. He was still smiling, smiling at me. I couldn't help but return it.

"I love you," I said fondly, my tone carrying over the warmth I felt for him.

"I love you too, 'T-Tula," he stammered and I could see it in his eyes when he realized what he'd just done. Oh no.

"God damn son of a fucking stupid motherfucking bitch!" He raved, dropping his controller to burry his face in his hands. "God, I'm a worth-th, worth-th, use, thse, Jesus Christ!"

"Mituna! Take a breath buddy!" I asserted.

His face twitched into a snarl. "Lat-Latula, get the fuck out of here!"

"Mituna, what? Why?"

"Becathuse, I, I, I," he stammered, "you shouldn't fucking see- see me like this! Juth, just, juth, go!"

"I," it was my turn to stutter, "Mituna, do you think I honestly care if you stutter? It's fine, really, I couldn't care less."

Suddenly he did a one-eighty. His tone dropped three octaves and his words came faster and clearer. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm-"

"Mituna!" I exclaimed, grasping his face between my hands and forcing him to look me in the eye.

"Mituna, look at me!" I rose my voice and he froze. "Is this why stuff has been so… So weird? Because you're afraid of what I think about you? I don't care, Tuna. I don't care. I love you. I love you more than anything. Please stop pushing me away."

"I'm no-non, not the same per-perso, per, per, fuck, guy!" He argued, his words loud and garbled, and his expression sour.

"I don't care, Mituna!" I said, exasperated, "I don't care if you're the same, or different, or green, or pink, or if you're screaming at me over something stupid!"

I watched his face contort from anger to passive hurt. When he spoke again he was quiet about it.

"I fucth up," he muttered after a long, long silence. He pushed my hands away from him with shaking fingers, and he held my hand awkwardly. "I fucthed up. I'm fucthed up. You muth be so mad at me."

A smile played across my lips and I lost it. I took my free hand and tried in vain to cover my face. I wasn't laughing at him. Okay, I was, but I wasn't laughing at him to be mean.

"What?" He asked, his face scrunching up.

I giggled hysterically a little more before I could answer him.

"I'm still wearing your ring, aren't I?"

My laughter died off and my gaze settled on the union of our hands resting on our laps. He thumbed over the gold band I'd proudly worn on my finger since last summer.

I remembered the gossip that'd gone around the first week of senior year. Everybody thought I was pregnant. I remember my mother telling me I was stupid and it wouldn't last. I remembered Terezi rolling her eyes but still congratulating us. I remembered Mituna's dad giving his son a serious look but he wished us luck anyway.

I remembered sitting in the hospital room with him for days. I remembered the day he came home and I sat with him all night after he couldn't stop shaking. I didn't see my mom or Terezi for five days that week.

"I feelah like I- I- I'm trapped in huh-here, Latula," he confessed, "no-huh, nothing feels different. I juth ca-can't talk. Or move. Or drive."

"I can understand you fine," I assured, rubbing my thumb in slow circles on his hand, "and I'll take you wherever you wanna go."

"Thanks," he managed without stuttering. I could tell he thought I was just saying that.

"It's gonna get easier, Tuna. I know nothing can change this, but you'll get used to it," I sighed, "I know you don't wanna get used to it, but it'll just mean it's getting better."

It could be worse. He could be unable to take care of himself. He could be paralyzed like Rufio's little brother. I was thankful it wasn't worse.

His shoulders were relaxed but his brows were knitted. He still looked sad.

"We should practice this summer, to get your hand writing and stuff back on par. We've still got all summer, I know you could do it," I smiled back at him, leaning forward to kiss the tip of his nose. That did it. He leaned back and looked at me, grinning crookedly.

"Oh-only if you g-give me a smoo, ah, a smoo- ah, a kiss for eh-every letter," he jested, and leaned back my way, our lips colliding in the middle.

A shriek forced us to jump apart. It scared us both more then we wanted to admit. My heart lept. A dog started barking and I knew right away it was Terezi.

"Sh-shit," Mituna stammered.

"C'mon," I mutter, and I pull him with me. We forego our shoes and instead step out on to the house's tiny front porch to see what the commotion was.

Vriska was laying face down In the street with Terezi towering over her. Terezi's cane was planted on Vriska's back like it was some kind of saber. Karkat was standing off to the side awkwardly holding Vriska's prosthetic arm. Pyral was standing nearby, barking, his leash unattended and dragging on the ground.

In one quick movement, Vriska grabbed Terezi by the leg and pulled her over. My sister landed on the ground and suddenly Vriska was on top of her.

"Serket! Don't you dare!" I shouted, but either she ignored me or didn't hear me because she reeled back and sucker punched my sister in the face.

I don't know where Aranea apparated from, but as I sprinted across Mituna's lawn and in to the street, she was coming from somewhere else, approaching just as fast. I reached the feuding pair first. I tore Vriska off Terezi and threw her back, where her sister caught her around the arms. Terezi tried to lunge at her, but I put my hand on her chest and pushed her back down.

"How 'bout you keep that thing on a leash, huh, Serket?" I shouted.

"Oh please!" Aranea shot back, "for a lawyer's daughter, you cause yourself enough problems!"

"Let me go!" Vriska snarled, "Aranea! Let me go!"

"Shut up," the older Serket girl hissed.

"Ladies," Kankri cut in. I didn't see him come out of his house, but he was standing nearby with a hand on his brother's shoulder and he held the leash of Terezi's dog in the other.

"If I might ask, could we cease the shouting and talk about this like civilized people? Parents are arriving home and we would all rather not hear about this later from our caretakers. Besides," he chittered, "some people find loud noises triggering."

"Alright," I huffed, "who started it?"

"She did!" Both of the feuding girls said at once. I rolled my eyes and turned to my sister.

"Spill it," I spat. She couldn't see me glowering at her but she shrunk back away from my tone.

"She hacked my Facebook account and wrote horrible things all over my page," Terezi spit out sourly.

"Yeah, well she stole my roleplay dice!" Vriska interjected, outraged.

"You left Tavros and me out in the woods and neither of us could get back!" Terezi argued.

"You and I walked that trail a hundred times!"

"Before you blew up that bottle rocket and blinded me!"

"I blinded myself too!"

"In one eye!"

"Girls," Kankri intervened, "this is not a blame game. You two have been friends since we all moved in here. Don't you suppose it's a little childish? Now I know with female cycles things can be hard but-"

"Kankri, thut the fuck up, you s-stupid s-son of a bitch," Mituna cut in, and I hadn't even heard him approach.

"Mituna?" He questioned. His eyebrows raised and his jaw went slack. Aranea had a similar reaction. Oh, right. He hadn't gone out of the house much since graduation a month ago.

"Yeah, fuckass," he replied, imitating Karkat, "how about you guyth straight up fucth off."

"Excuse me!" The elder Vantas brother said, astonished, "that sort of language isn't-"

"Kankri!" I growled, "not helping."

He clammed up but he wasn't happy about it.

"If Vriska says she's sorry, Terezi will give back her dice," I offer, and it's my first and final offer.

"Apologize," Aranea hissed at her sister, giving her a hash shove away from her now the younger girl had calmed down.

"Now," Aranea threatened.

"Fine!" Vriska exclaimed, and then, much quieter she said, "sorry."

"We're done here," I concluded.

Karkat hesitantly offered Vriska her arm and she took it back with a dirty look. Aranea slapped her sister upside the head as they turned to leave. Both girls slung insults at each other as the older sibling walked guarded foot steps behind the younger the whole walk home.

Mituna's hand extended to help me off of the ground and I took it, though I didn't lean my weight on him. I helped my sister off the ground next.

I took Pyral back from Kankri and found Terezi's discarded cane, returning them both back to her. My sister's face was swollen and starting to bruise near her temple. On the other side, just under her eye, she had a couple shallow scrapes from where she'd hit the road.

"Not cool, Terezi. Not cool," I told her scornfully.

"I could have handled that," she insisted. She rose a hand to touch her face right after and hissed as soon as her fingers grazed the cuts.

"Sure," I huffed, "let's go get you cleaned up."

"I can clean myself up," she insisted again. I rolled my eyes and took Mituna by the hand.

Kankri followed his younger brother back to the house with us. He sat at my kitchen table as Terezi got up on the counter next to the kitchen sink. I ran warm water over a wash cloth before I handed it to her.

I leaned on the counter near her, watching her gingerly rub the washcloth over her rounded cheeks. She was average height for fourteen, but she still had enough baby fat to look twelve. She'd be fifteen in October. It made me feel old.

Mituna was loitering near the fridge, away from the rest of us and fiddling with his phone.

Karkat parked himself next to Terezi. He looked anxious, too anxious. I wondered what his deal was.

"Do you want me to get you a bandaid or something?" Karkat asked hesitantly.

"I'm blind, not helpless," Terezi retorted.

Oh.

Okay I got it.

She wanted them to be a thing before I'd left, but not anymore.

Karkat drew back. Kankri watched from afar.

"Karkat," Kankri interjected immediately, "father will be home soon."

"Yeah," Karkat replied. He looked relieved his brother had given him a cop out. "Bye Terezi."

"Bye," she spit sourly, and the Vantas brothers left the house, bidding Mituna and I a goodbye as well.

"Are they gone?" My sister asked after the front door shut.

"Yeah," Mituna agreed. She sighed heavily and leaned over the sink, grasping for the handles. She wrung out her wash cloth after letting the water run. The water washing away the tiny flecks of blood that had dripped from her skin.

"What was that about?" I asked, cocking an eyebrow.

My sister sighed again. "He came over to tell me he kissed Dave Strider and that he was sorry."

Not cool.

I clicked my tongue and went to the medicine cabinet, fishing out the antibiotic ointment and a red band aid. I pushed her hand away and dried her cheek with a paper towel before applying the cream.

"I thought he really liked me. I don't understand why he would do that?" She asked sadly. She sounded like she hoped I'd know the answer. I stuck the band aid to her skin.

"I dunno sissy," It was my turn to sigh, "people do dumb stuff."

"Yeah, TZ. Don't bu-beat yours-self up a-about it," Mituna added.

"You gotta know in your own rad little heart how people should treat you," I proceeded, "don't let anyone offer you any less."

"Thanks," she replied, and she looked like somebody seriously rained on her parade. I patted her on the back and lead Mituna out of the room. She needed some time to figure stuff out.

I sat back on the couch and picked up my game controller. I tossed it to my boyfriend as he sat down and he pressed the play button. I reached back over and paused it again.

"Hold up, babe," I smirked, "I got a question to ask."

"What'th that?" He questioned, shaking his head to move his hair out of his eyes.

"I've been thinking."

"That's dang-dangerous," he laughed, earning him a slug to the arm. He laughed harder and I cracked a smile.

"Seriously, I've been thinking!" I stressed.

"Ah-bout what?" He purred, leaning closer to me. I wrapped my arms around his torso and pulled him close, nosing his cheek and leaning my forehead on his temple.

"Oh, you know," I said, nonchalant, "normal stuff. Gaming, skateboarding, college… Weddings."

"Weddings?" He mocked.

"Yeah," I nodded, "we never sat down and talked about it."

"Wan-ah, Wanna go to Veg-Vegas?"

"Hell yeah!"


	3. Rush In My Veins (VriskaMeenah)

))From: Twerket message: Meet at five at my house, alright? Time stamp:3:16((

I read the text message over and over and I stared out the window, frowning.

Why the glubbin fuck couldn't we of meet at my house?

It was almost five as I slipped my shoes on and yelled to my sister I was leaving. It was three minutes after when I arrived at the Serket Circus house. I beat on the door and waited a few moments for my best friend or her sister to answer their door.

I shifted impatiently from side to side, looking to the west. We still had a good forty five minutes before the movie started, plenty of time. Aranea was always so anal about timing.

Aranea threw open her door in a huff, scowling harshly, but it faded a little when she saw who was on her doorstep.

"Oh, hi, Meenah," she sighed, tucking a piece of her short hair behind her ear.

"That's all I get?" I asked, cocking an eyebrow, "oh, hi, Meenah," I mocked, "bitch, please."

"Yes, well," she replied dryly, "I'm trying to glue my sister back together before my mom gets home."

"Ah, what? She get knocked on her ass this time?" I asked, opening her screen door to let myself in.

"I wish she would have," Aranea rolled her eyes, "I thought Latula was going to eat her."

"Bitch is stronger than she looks," I laughed, thinking back to all those stinging high fives from first period English in our junior year.

Aranea hummed and she led the way to her kitchen where Vriska was leaning over the sink. Her shirt was filthy and her hair was a rat's nest. She looked fine to me, except when she turned to greet me, her left eye was blackened.

"Oh shit! Serket Squared got hit!"

Vriska grinned, "you shouldda seen the other guy."

"I already told her Latula broke it up," Aranea hissed and smacked her sister on the arm, "peas! Face! Now!"

Vriska muttered something and gave her sister a dirty look. She picked up a bag of frozen peas from the sink basin and pressed it to her face, grumbling all the while.

"Where are you guys going?" She asked, minutes later when Aranea went looking for her shoes.

"The movies, you _aren't_ coming!" Aranea growled.

"I don't remember asking you!" Vriska argued back. She turned back to me and smiled.

Right, because there it was.

Vriska had the biggest, most sickening crush on me. I didn't know why. I didn't care to know why. It was weird. It'd been going on about three years now.

"We're gonna go see that Kingfisher movie," I grinned. "Looks like a gore fest."

"That looks stupid," she said plainly.

"Step off, hoe," I shot back, "that shit we saw last time with you was B-A-D too."

She chuckled and rolled her eyes. It was hard to get her sea-goat.

I noticed her prosthetic arm was off. It was laying on the counter next to us. She had her black T-shirt rolled up on that side, bearing the arm that once was. It dropped off right before the elbow. She never seemed to let it bother her.

"Mom is gonna be home any minute," Aranea said, returning to the kitchen, "stay in the house, don't unlock the door for any body."

"I'm not four," Vriska narrowed her eyes at her.

"You act like it," the elder sister said, snide.

"At least I live a little, instead of having books shoved so far up my ass I flutter."

"Vriska, I'm not playing games with you!" Aranea shouted.

"Ooooh come oooon," Vriska shrieked, "let me come!"

"Vriska, you're on my last nerve!" Aranea looked like she was going to murder her sister.

Keys unlocked the door coming from the garage. The house only had three residents, and two of them stood in front of me. It could only be Mrs. Serket home from work.

"It's nice to hear my children getting along," she said sarcastically. She had this higher than you there too her, all the way down to her cobalt blue heels.

Aranea's mom's name was Mindfang. I dunno what kind of name that was, Mindfang. It was over dramatic, just like her daughters. Mindfang. What the fuck was it even supposed to mean? I probably shouldn't talk. My mom's name was Condense.

But anyway, she was tall, tall for a woman anyway and she had a lot of hair, just like her daughters.

"Are you still going to the movies?" She asked, settling her purse down,. She looked up and then did a double take when she saw her youngest. "Vriska, what happened to your eye?"

"Ah, it's no big deal," Vriska tried to brush it off, "it was just Terezi. Same old, same old."

Mrs. Serket narrowed her eyes.

"Neophyte is gonna hang you one of these days," she sighed. Yeah, Latula's mom might too, because that whole house was batshit insane.

"Good bye, _mother_," Aranea groaned and made a motion to leave.

"Good bye," she replied, "wait for your sister."

"_What?_ Mom, no!" My best friend whined, looking defeated.

"Mom yes," she dead panned, and there was no arguing with her. Vriska snickered and picked up her arm. She slipped it back into place and fixed her shirt as Aranea hashed it out with their mother. She lost.

We ended up at the movie theater with Vriska without a minute to spare.

I'd only started liking scary movies because they scared the shit out of my sister. The more I watched though, the better they got. I'd been looking foreword to this movie coming out for months. It started out simple enough. A group of basic bitches held up in a cabin by the lake all weekend.

It got scary the first night they stayed. One of the girls disappeared and another said she saw something in the water. It just got worse for them from there.

Aranea was on my right. She spent most of the time hiding behind her hand. Vriska was on my left, because of course she was, and she was engrossed in the film.

She was totally cool with the movie, unlike her sister.. That was, until about halfway though when the killer came out of the lake. She was white knuckled and pale, and her entertained smile was gone.

I knew enough to see she was afraid. Vriska acted tough, but she'd have to get up a lot earlier to fool me. Aranea had a death grip on my right hand, so I figured I'd better even it out.

I offered Vriska my free hand. She took it almost immediately, but she didn't squeeze. She just held my hand. It was too dark in the theater to tell she was blushing.

Her skin was soft. I wondered what kind of moisturizer she used, if she used any at all. Her nails were done up, but I couldn't tell the color in the dark.

Christ, this girl had a lot of hair. It fell in wavy tresses down her shoulders, thick, and black, and.. Pretty. Vriska was so pretty.

She glanced my way and caught me staring.

"You okay?" She whispered.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded. I turned back to the movie but I wasn't interested anymore.

We went out to eat after. It was some bar type chain restaurant with twelve different kinds of barbecue sauce and whatever I got was good but I wasn't hungry anymore. Aranea was sitting next to me, blathering on about something in another one of her long winded spiels. I was too busy picking at my chicken to listen.

If I just so happened to glance up, across the table, it always caught Vriska's attention. She'd just smile and look back down at her food and I would too, scowling.

What was going on with me tonight? This was exactly the same as every other night Vriska tagged along. Why did it feel so different?

Aranea drove us back to the cul-de-sac. When she pulled into my driveway, she asked if I wanted to spend the night at her house.

"You scared?" I laughed, and she just sort of giggled and shook her head. Yeah, she defiantly was, she was just too proud to admit it.

"Sure, lemme grab my stuff."

I slid out of the car and into my house. My sister was still up in her room where she'd been when I left. My mom was home now, but she was in her office, still working. I didn't bother saying hello to either of them.

My room was pretty near perfect. I had enough clothes to dress half the city, and you couldn't see my floor most of the time. My walls were ocean blue and my room freshener smelled like the sea.

I tore a bag out of my overstuffed closet and shoved some clean cloths in it for tomorrow. I took my toothbrush and my tooth paste, fed my fish and… hesitated.

I just stood, facing my door, hand on the knob. I knew what was wrong immediately. I whipped out my phone.

))To: Twerket Message: yo, can I axe you somefin? Time stamp:9:04((

))From: Twerket Message: I am literally in the car under you. Time stamp:9:04((

))To: Twerket Message: yeah, yeah, whatev. I can't really say it out loud. Time stamp:9:04((

))From: Twerket Message: Sure. Shoot. Time stamp:9:05((

I paused again.

))From: Twerket Message: Meenah? Time stamp:9:06((

))From: Twerket Message: Did Vriska say something? I'll kill her. Time stamp:9:07((

))To: Twerket Message: Shit! No, Aranea, don't! Time stamp:9:07((

))From: Twerket Message: Don't hm? Okay, Meenah. What's going on? Time stamp:9:08((

I took a deep breath and pushed the hair out of my flushed face. My hands were cold. The hair on the back of my neck stood on end.

))To: Twerket Message: I think I… Time stamp:9:08((

))To: Twerket Message: Maybe kinda… Time stamp:9:08((

My fingers danced over the send button before I finally closed my eyes and pushed it.

))To: Twerket Message: Got the hots for your sister. Time stamp:9:08((

She didn't respond right away. I stared at the read notification and sighed. That was it, I'd pissed her off. She'd probably never speak to me again, or, worse yet, she'd start lecturing me and it'd never end. My phone pinged with an incoming message.

))From: Twerket Message: Oh. Time stamp:9:10((

))To: Twerket Message: Yeah. Time stamp:9:10((

))From: Twerket Message: Did you still want to spend the night? Time stamp:9:10((

))To: Twerket Message: Yeah. Time stamp:9:10((

))From: Twerket Message: Let's talk about it later then. Hurry up! Time stamp:9:11((

It felt like twenty thousand leagues of pressure fell off of my shoulders.

I reached for the door and left the room. I was smiling when I climbed back in to Aranea's shitty car and she drive us a hundred feet back in to get driveway.

"Took you long enough," Vriska smirked as we bailed out of the car and into the house.

"Hey, when you got as much going as me? It takes time," I snarked back.

"Oh, _please_," she drawled, "nobody has more irons in the fire then I do."

"You wanna bet?"

"Vriska, please," Aranea interrupted. "Go up to your room like a good girl, or go harass that poor Nitram boy, or something that doesn't involve us!"

Vriska just laughed at her and disappeared into the house.

Aranea pulled her couch out into a bed and huffed. I threw my bag down and went to her hall closet for her, pulling out a clean sheet and two extra throw blankets. Her air conditioning got chilly sometimes, we'd probably need them.

"Can I brush your hair, Meenah?" Aranea asked as soon as I sit down.

I looked at her, skeptical. "We're eighteen."

"I'm seventeen. You just turned eighteen," she reminds, "but I don't care about that. Can I brush your hair or not?"

Why not? I get back up without further complaint and grab my hairbrush out of my bag. I undo my braids for her and sit back on the bed, my back to her, and hand her my brush over my shoulder.

I didn't really like doing girly things at sleepovers, but Aranea did. I humored her.

"So, anyway, our conversation earlier," she started, both on the topic and at the bottom of my scrunched hair.

"Er, yeah," I agreed, "look, I'm not out to do nasty shit to her and then crush her feelings."

I sighed, " I dunno. I just don't know anymore."

Aranea snorted. "I could care less about_ her_ feelings. She's my sister, yes, but that's about where it ends. I'm more worried about you."

"What the fuck for?" I asked. My eyebrows furrowed.

"Well, for one she's mean and vindictive," she didn't sound impressed, "and well, she is a lot younger than you."

"Three years? That's not that big of a gap."

Aranea paused to untangle a piece of my long hair.

"It's more like three and a half years. And she's not at all mature enough for a relationship," she said thoughtfully. I didn't respond.

"I don't mean to discourage you. _I don't care_, Meenah, I just want you to know what you're getting into," she paused again, either for dramatic effect or because she was unsure if she should continue. "I also don't want to loose my best friend to my sister."

"Aw man, what?" I questioned, turning around to face her, "I ain't Latula. I ain't gonna forget my friends exist just because I got a girlfriend. I swear. We're going to the same university even. And if I do? Well, you're pretty good at telling me shit anyway."

I smirked. She smiled and giggled a little, handing me back my brush. I tossed it on my bag as I got up to shut off the lights. She took her side of the bed and I took mine.

"I didn't know you liked girls," she said dryly.

"Neither did I," I laughed and she laughed a little too.

"Will you paint my nails tomorrow morning?" She asked, sleep starting to grab at her.

"Definitely," I agreed, but I wasn't sleepy at all.

"And will you make pancakes?"

"Damn straight. I'm the best there is at it." I agreed again.

"Can we go shopping? I need a," she yawned, "new book. I finished the other one already."

"Serket, go to sleep!" I exclaimed, hushed and careful not to wake her mom. She didn't say anything else. I was pretty sure she was asleep already.

I don't know how long I lay there, thinking about a girl above who was probably thinking about me. I don't know how long I lay there, my head a hot mess and goldfish swimming in my stomach. It was all I could do not to tear my hair out.

My phone binged and I rolled over, turning the brightness down before I red the text.

))From: Sender Unknown Message: hey Time Stamp: 12:01((

))To: Sender Unknown Message: whos dis? Time Stamp: 12:01((

))From: Sender Unknown Message: :::;) Time Stamp: 12:01((

))From: Sender Unknown Message: Wouldn't you like to know? Time Stamp: 12:01((

I had a pretty good idea who it was from the smiley. Smirking, I powered off my phone and closed my eyes. Serket Junior was not about to jerk my chain. Couldn't be too eager, now could we?

* * *

><p>The formatting was a lot cleaner on ao3, i actually am starting to prefer that to this site, unfortunately.<p>

This is probably the shortest thing I've wrote to date and been okay with it being short. I think there's a lot to be said for budding crushes, but I'm gonna only say right now that I don't like the idea of an 18 year old dating a 15 year old. I think that's a toxic situation. Why did I write this? because its my favorite pairing and I already set the ages in the first two chapters. Hope you enjoyed!


	4. Trade Mistakes (KurlozMeulin)

"Got any twos?"

It took Meulin a couple seconds to register what he sister said before she groaned. "Nepeta, we're playing poker!"

Nepeta giggled and closed her fist, her thumb up and moved it in a clockwise motion in front of her chest. It was the American Sign Language motion for 'Sorry.'

"It's okay," Meulin huffed, grinning and ruffling her younger sister's hair. She spoke a bit louder than needed, but I didn't mind. She was deaf, she couldn't hear herself.

"So wait, how do we play this again?" Nepeta asked, picking up an orange tabby cat that rubbed on her chair. Meulin wasn't looking at her, so she was unable to read her lips.

'Never mind,' I signed to her. I threw my cards down on the table, attracting Meulin's attention.

"Kurloz! You're not supposed to just fold!" Meulin sighed, but then a look of excitement crossed her features, "and you had the best hand too!"

Meulin laid down her cards, and it was a mash of black and red. I didn't even care to see which kinds of matches she had. I had a flush so it didn't matter. Nepeta threw down her cards and laughed, confused, but happy.

I glanced over at the clock.

'I have to leave for just a minute,' I signed, attracting the attention of both Leijon sisters.

Meulin looked confused.

'I thought we were going to look at furniture?' She spoke, eyebrows furrowed.

I twisted my fingers to respond to her. 'I have to check on my brother.'

Meulin's face twisted again, her expression changing back to excitement. 'Can I go?'

'I guess?' I shrugged. 'If you want to.'

She nodded and stood up, going for her purse and shoes. I grunted and stood up, ruffling Nepeta's hair. She didn't mind. She was still fawning over the cat. Meulin booted another cat out of the way of the front door. I slipped on my shoes and followed her out. We strode down her driveway, followed the rounded curve of cul-de-sac three houses down.

My lawn needed mowed. My dad had told a Gamzee to do it but we all knew he wasn't going to.

The front door was unlocked.

"Gamzee," I called though the house, clearing my throat. My voice wasn't the best to be yelling.

I didn't hate it. I can't do anything about it. Freak accidents where you server a major nerve in your tongue happen. It sucks. It makes you talk funny. There's nothing I could do about it.

"My mother fuckin' brother!" Gamzee shouted from the kitchen. I rolled my eyes and wondered what exactly I was walking in to.

I didn't bother taking my shoes off as I walked inside.

"Hi Gamzee!" Meulin shouted, and I relayed the message when he returned her hello.

"What are you doing, you jumped up little shit?" I questioned, entering the kitchen.

"Brownies!" He replied, using a wooden spoon to stir a bowl of chocolate batter.

"Miracle Brownies, that is," he grinned. I quirked an eyebrow. Miracle brownies was usually code for weed brownies. And by usually, I mean always. I wasn't too worried about it. Weed wouldn't hurt him. He was a pretty happy kid, wouldn't hurt a fly… as long as he took his medicine.

"Did you take you pill?"

"Course I did, my mother fuckin' bro!" He confirmed, "I'm all kinds of responsible. It's bitchtits man, don't be all up and worried."

I went to the medicine cabinet anyway and checked. Sure enough, his pill was still inside its purple container. I turned around and shook it, attracting his attention.

"Shit," he swore, looking a little sheepish under half lidded eyes. He must have zoned out and forgot or something stupid like that. I brought the pill to him and he swallowed it dry.

Meulin stuck her finger in the brownie batter before Gamzee added the hash oil. I grinned.

Meulin was taller than my brother, but just by a hair, and she wouldn't be for long. He grew like a weed in fertilizer and if he was anything like me, he'd end up around six foot.

"Hey, sis," my brother grinned, offering her the spoon. "We got all kinds of miracles happening today."

My girlfriend read his lips while she accepted the spoon. "How do you figure?"

"You're all up and here," he grinned. Meulin squealed and hugged him. I rolled my eyes. Sure, okay, schmooze my girlfriend.

I couldn't blame him. Meulin was pretty awesome. Not to mention, she paid attention to him where no parent of ours ever had. When I was old enough to babysit Gamzee myself, my dad started leaving us home alone.

It taught me about entertaining myself. I found new hobbies, like hydroponic gardening. Dad tended looked the other way when it come to my weed. That was cool of him, I guess.

"Don't burn the house down, okay?" I asked, nudging my brother.

"You got it."

'Let's go,' I signed to Meulin. She bid my brother goodbye and we left the house.

My car was parked in the driveway. It was a trash heap on wheels, like everybody else's car my age. It ran though, so no complaints there.

"Walmart sound good?" Meulin asked, her voice projecting in the small space. I nodded because I needed my hands to drive. So it wasn't a furniture store, but it was cheap and we were broke.

Walmart was ten minutes away, twelve with lights. Sitting at one of those lights, drumming my fingers on the wheel, I just happened to glance over. We had the windows rolled down since the AC quit, and a breeze blew by with the cars in the opposing lane. It ruffled Meulin's hair just right and the sun shone off her skin. She was looking away from me, smiling and humming. I could hardly tear myself away when the light turned green.

I didn't know what I did to deserve somebody so perfect. (I hoped it wasn't the universe apologizing for the tongue though.) I had to be the luckiest guy on earth.

Then, all of a sudden I realized Something. I had to be the double luckiest guy on earth, because my gorgeous girlfriend was pregnant. It sunk in right there though, on a sunny, late June afternoon in a Walmart parking lot.

I grabbed a cart out of the corral nearby and Meulin pushed.

Walmart had a steady stream of people coming in and out twenty four hours a day. Somebody was always in every aisle. Usually, they got what they needed and left, but not us. We both gawked at the metal rack in front of us, staring at the top level where the furniture was displayed. I glanced down at the boxes containing the parts to put each item together. I tried in vein to match them up with the mislabeled prices.

'I don't know where to start,' Meulin signed, her face scrunched up in confusion.

Walmart had futon couches, particleboard shelving units and entertainment centers that weighed less than a stack of newspapers. They had plenty to choose from. I almost wished they had less.

'Me either,' I signed back.

'This is hard,' she signed and then huffed, 'or,' she signed and then she paused, frowning.

'What?' I asked.

She reached over and took ahold of my hand with the one she didn't use to sign. 'or maybe it's not hard, maybe we just don't know what we're doing.'

I gave her a reassuring smile and squeezed her hand. 'Let's just keep it simple.'

Futons run around three hundred bucks, and a coffee table was another thirty. We decided that was a good start. I grabbed the boxes and threw them in the cart and helped Meulin steer with a hand on the side. That'd clean us out until I sold a bunch more weed and Meulin got her neck paycheck.

We decided to grab a frozen pizza and a two liter of Faygo and head back to my house.

We were all set to have a quiet night at home until I turned the corner into the cul-de-sac. My dad's was car in the driveway. The garage door was open, and the lawn mower was sitting out, and the grass had been cut. I parked on the street and we got out. Meulin got our bags. My old man was standing in the garage, lecturing my brother when we walked up.

"Now, the next time I tell you to mow the lawn, you'll turn that shit music off, wipe the paint off your face and mow it! Are we clear?" He coughed without covering his mouth and fished a his smokes out of his back pocket.

"You look like a girl with that horseshit on anyway," he added as an afterthought.

"Yes sir," my brother droned. He'd probably got the ass chewing of a lifetime.

"Hi, Mr. Makara," Meulin greeted cheerfully.

"Howdy," my dad greeted, but immediately switched gears, brushing her off.

"Kurloz, did you get the dishes done?" He asked, a cigarette pinned between his lips.

"Yes sir," I replied. He didn't speak another word to me.

My brother followed us inside the house while my father stayed outside to smoke.

Once in the kitchen, Meulin read the directions on the pizza box out loud to me and I followed them. We had dinner in twenty minutes. Gamzee ate too, but he left right after. My dad sat back in the living room and watched a western in his armchair. I took Meulin down to my room in the basement.

I lay back on the bed and situated myself. Meulin crawled her way to me once I was comfortable. She laid her head on my arm and sighed, cuddling into my side with her hand she used to sign resting on my chest.

"I'm worried," she said out loud. She was comfortable. She didn't want to move her hands anymore.

"About what?" I asked. She watched carefully to read my lips.

"What if something goes wrong and I can't hear the baby when it cries?"

Her defeated tone made my skin break out in goose bumps. It was so unlike her to get upset by things. Meulin was unshakable, nothing got her down.

"What if my condition that deafened me deafens our kid too?" She followed up, "I know there's no use crying over spilled milk, but it makes me sad Kurloz. I barely remember my mom's voice. I'll never hear our baby."

"We'll teach our kid sign language. I hear they pick it up faster than words," I smile, trying to reassure her.

The smile spreads to her face too. Suddenly she's happy again, nothing is bothering her, just like usual.

"I remember your voice Kurloz. Is that fucked up? I remember you more than my mother?" She asked. Her upbeat tone did not match the beaten down persuasion on her words.

I shake my head no. No, it wasn't fucked up. Then I realized something.

"That was before puberty," I laughed and I know she could feel the vibrations in my chest. She giggled too. She smile widened.

"I think your hormones are getting the best of you," I told her.

"I should get home, get some sleep," she agreed. "I love you, Kurloz."

'I love you too,' I signed, nuzzling the top of her head with my nose.

She hopped off of my bed with more energy than she'd had all day and trotted upstairs. I saw her out, but I kept watching her until she got inside her house. She was less than a hundred feet from me, but I still worried.

"Kurloz, you use protection, don't you?" My old man spoke up from his chair. I thought he was asleep. I froze.

The tv blared gunshots and cows bellowing. This was another, more violent western than what was on before. I'd seen this one before, it was from fifty-seven or something.

I hadn't hold him Meulin was pregnant. Nobody knew but our closest friends. I swallowed thickly.

"Yeah," I agreed, "didn't do us no good though."

It took a second for my words to sink in.

"Well shit," he swore.

"I'm gonna take care of it," I assured before he could even start.

"Your eighteen Kurloz! What the fuck are you gonna do?"

" I got a lease on a trailer starting in August." I cleared my throat but I didn't continue speaking.

"What?" My dad raves, "you think your gonna pay for a house and a kid and a car hocking weed to high schoolers? Does she still work dead end at the goddamn mall?"

"I'm gonna get a real job," I press. He's having none of it.

"Your an idiot Kurloz! A mother fucking moron! Are you brain rotted?" He shouted. All I could do was stand and take it. "Jesus Christ! How stupid can you get?"

He continued screaming, but I couldn't have given less of a shit. I stormed off, grabbing my car keys and the plate of weed brownies. I got in my car and left.

It wasn't like I could call Meulin, she needed to rest, and Mituna had enough of his own problems.

I drove out to the only place I thought I felt good enough to go, the neighborhood playground. I had a lot of fond memories growing up there. It seemed like the most logical, safe place at the time. Nobody would come looking for me there. Sliding into the lot, I threw it in park without even putting my car into a designated spot.

Groaning, I threw my keys into my passenger seat and picked up one of the weed brownies. It was sweet, so sweet it hurt my teeth. I stared out my windshield as I chewed, watching the bugs swarm the dim streetlamp above me.

I knew telling my dad about the pregnancy was gonna be bad, in fact, I knew he would react that way. I don't know what I expected.

My hands still shook from the excitement. I took a deep breath and waited to relax.

I fucked stuff up pretty bad. All my future plans went up in smoke. I wondered if I should fore go college all together. Maybe just go to trade school, be a heating and cooling guy or something. It would pay the bills, buy formula, I guess that's all I needed.

I leaned my head back on the seat and put my hand over my eyes. I don't know why I still held on to the notion this summer might still be fun.

A sudden tapping on my driver's side window pulled be back to the world of the living. I jumped a foot.

Three people were standing next to my car, looming in the low lightly. I couldn't see their faces. My mind rushed. I didn't have anything to defend myself, I was gonna get the shit kicked out of me. I noticed right away they were on the short side. They were probably still kids. I couldn't see their clothing, but I could see that two of them had these things stuck on top of their heads. Wait, were those horns? The tallest person standing in the middle waved at me and that gave it away. I rolled down my window.

"Gamzee?"

"Yeah! Hey bro!" My younger brother greeted. I heaved a sigh of relief.

"What the fuck are you doing out here?" I asked, "We're like, twenty minutes from home, how'd you get out here?"

"We walked," he said as I grabbed up my keys, put them in the ignition and turned on my lights. My brother was smiling, his face painted like a clown and a pair of multicolored, curved horns set on top of his head. A girl stood to his right, wearing a similar pair of horns and a sundress. A boy stood to his left, with suspenders and a bow tie over his T-shirt.

"You've just been wandering around for hours?" I asked.

"We just kinda been up and doin' our own thing," he grinned, "I want you to meet my friends! This is Callie and Caliborn. Guys, this is my big brother."

"It's nice to meet you," the girl, Callie, said in a thick accent. I didn't know where it was from.

"Hello," Caliborn spat with the same accent, a menacing grin set on his face.

"Hi," I muttered, still taken aback. I wasn't aware Gamzee had friends other than Karkat.

I glanced at the clock on my dashboard. It read two-thirty.

"Shit, it's late," I swore.

Gamzee ignored my statement in favor of his own. "Would you tell dad I'm staying the night with Caliborn? His mom said it was alright."

"More like she's not home to protest," Caliborn added. I didn't know about all that but it wasn't like I was in a position to parent anyone.

"Yeah, er," I mumbled, my eyebrows furrowing. "What're you wearing?"

"Mother fuckin' horns! For our troll-sonas! Callie helped me make 'em," he pulled the smiling girl close to him.

"Your.. What?"

"Troll-sona! Like, it's you, but not you. Like a whole different species, all grey skinned and horned. I'll show you later," he insisted.

"Er.. Okay. Look, you guys want a ride back to your buddies house?" I didn't really want my brother running around all night, summer vacation or not.

"That'd be great!" Callie chirped.

Callie ended up in the passenger seat and the boys took up the back seat. They laughed at something on one of their phones while Callie directed me where to go. They didn't live far, just down the road and in a subdivision that was like ours.

"Thanks," she smiled, bailing out. Gamzee gave me a fist bump and waved, and the third little bastard didn't even speak to me. The front door opened signifying they were inside. I was about to back out of the driveway when Callie came dashing back out, her horns off of her head.

"What?" I asked her out my window, the car in reverse but my foot on the break.

"Do you wanna stay the night too?" She asked, "it's just Gamzee said how your dad can be sometimes. I realized you were probably out and about for a reason."

I grinned at her. "Naw, that's alright. Thanks, kid."

I wanted to tell her thanks for keeping my brother out of trouble too, but I didn't. I backed out after that, deciding I was relaxed enough to go back into the fray of my household. I needed to get on my computer, look up job offerings, build a resume, water my plants, bag some more pot. I ate another brownie on the way home for good measure.

I had a lot to get done before August. Might as well start now.

* * *

><p>Some closing thoughts about this fic<p>

I've worked on this a lot longer than I want to admit. I don't know these characters well enough, and some of their information is kind of sparse. I ended up on a few websites looking at observations other people made. ( namely homestckfanfictionhelp on Tumblr. ) I'm still not happy with this fic.

The theme here is responsibility. They made a baby. It makes them both nervous and stressed. Kurloz realizes at the end he has a lot of growing up to do. I watched a family member do the same. You feel so old when you graduate, but two years after I have, I realized I was pretty naive. I wanted these two to reflect that.

I'd like to point out right away that there is nothing significant about their father yelling at them. Some parents are just that way. Their father is the Grand Highblood, who is angry and vengeful. I also took some traits from Gamzee's lusus, who is also quite an angry species according to Jake. He reacted like any parent would when their kid tells them they got a girl pregnant.

This song is Trade Mistakes, by Panic! At The Disco

So, down to the main characters.

Meulin is a really happy person. She rejects bad feelings, in Openbound, she denied the fact she didn't like Meenah when they were alive. Meenah even tried to kill her in canon, but Meulin brushes it off. She rejects bad stuff, but I thought it was unrealistic to have a person that never feels bad.

Kurloz talked way too much for my taste in this fic.I didn't find a lot about him besides he disliked Meenah. I tried to just make him a regular guy. I thought him and Gamzee made the perfect stoners, so Kurloz became the drug dealer.

Gamzee was fun to write. I like his speech patterns. Sober Gamzee might make an appearance later, but I liked in comic drugged Gamzee better.


	5. Little Secrets (DaveKarkat)

"Wait, wait, let me get this straight," he laughed, holding his stomach, "she punched you in the mouth, chipped your tooth, and then got in a fist fight with Vriska?"

I groaned and rolled my eyes. "Haha, very funny, Strider. Ha-fucking-ha."

"She couldn't even get in a proper fight with you? She had to leave and clock somebody else? God, Karkat," he wiped a tear from his eye, "you're like the Jeb Bush of fist fights man. The rest of the candidates don't even take you seriously and then you have to go back home to Texas to your dad and brother who were both presidents and deal with the fact you never will."

"That one got away from you, Strider," I remarked, wagging my finger at him, and sat down next to him in the grass.

"Shut up and kiss me again," I smirked and leaned a little closer to him.

"Can't man. Not here anyway," he says, fixing his obnoxious shades. I frowned.

Right. Because Mr. Strider, presiding douchebag and father of the Strider-Lalonde household couldn't handle that not one, not two, but three of his four children were gay. He was probably watching.

We were supposed to be painting Dave's back fence. So far we'd white washed three boards and then he sat down ten minutes ago and we'd done nothing but talk since.

"You're still staying for dinner, right?" He asked, slugging my shoulder.

"My only other option is to go home to Kankri, so, yeah," I agreed.

"Sweet. I think my mom's making soup or something."

"Who makes hot soup in the summer?" I asked but I didn't need him to answer. His mom. His constantly drunk, alcoholic mother made hot food in hot weather.

"Your family's like a roadside attraction, I swear," I huffed. Dave didn't look bothered.

"They say twins are unlucky. They never say who they're unlucky for," he replied and he's not so sarcastic anymore. His joke made me laugh.

"I still can't believe your mom had twins, twice."

He looked very serious, he lowered his shades and with a straight face said: "Believe it dude. This is my ninja clan. This is where we stand."

"You did not just make a Naruto joke," I deadpanned, "you did not."

"Davey! Bring your little friend, dinners on!" His older sister shouts across the yard.

"Comin' Rox," he shouted over his shoulder. He got up first, and like he's some kind of gentleman, he helped me up too.

Dave's dinner table was long because so many people had to sit at it. His father, who he looked nothing like, sits on one end. His mother, who he's the spitting image of, sat at the other end. I end up sandwiched between Dave and his mom. The bleach blonde woman had given up using a cup for her vodka and started drinking straight out of the bottle. His father gave her a dirty look, and she ignored it. They've had some kind of passive aggressive pissing contest going on, according to Dave.

Dave's older sister, Roxy, was across from me. She's had a red solo cup and by the way she was slurring her words, I thought maybe she'd been drinking too. Dave's twin, Rose, was next to her looking miserable as usual. The oldest sibling, Dirk, was on the other side of Dave.

"Not making much headway on that fence," Mr. Strider said with his thick southern accent.

"Perhaps Dave's new literary hero is Tom Sawyer," Rose suggested with a playful smirk.

"Hell yeah, gonna roll down the Mississippi tomorrow," Dave said with a straight face.

"That's Huck Finn," Rose deadpanned. Dave shrugged.

"Dirk, help your brother with the fence after dinner," Mr. Strider commanded, like he was the god damn emperor.

"Can't," Dirk said. His face was stonewall blank. Dirk didn't talk much and he didn't show much emotion. I thought, maybe, somebody could tell what he was feeling if he took those ridiculous sunglasses off. He never did.

"Dirk's going with Jake to the movies, I said he could," Dave's mom answered before his dad can question.

"We talked about this, about being a united force in parenting," Dave's father says scornfully. He points at her with his spoon, looking angry. Dave's mom just smiles and shrugs.

Beside me, Dave sighs. He doesn't look too happy. I hoped he wasn't embarrassed or anything. He'd seen my dad preach to my brother while he lectured back. Nothing was worse than that.

"You won't kiss him in public, do you hear me?" Mr. Strider said, his tone forceful. "I won't have the whole neighborhood talking about my son kissing boys. Do you hear me Dirk?"

"Yeah," Dirk replied, looking down. I felt bad for him. I felt bad for all of these kids actually.

The rest of the dinner conversation was about Rose's violin recital and Roxy's driver's license. The potato soup that was presented at dinner does not taste good. At all. I finished my bowl and didn't dish anymore out. Dave finished his food long before me, and he sat, still, trying not to draw attention to himself. He asked if we could be excused and his mother let us.

We tracked back out to his backyard and picked up our paint rollers. I ran my roller though the paint and started a little further down than him.

"You okay?" I asked, glancing over at him.

"Fine," he said, his shades pushed up to obstruct his face, except for a harsh scowl. He wasn't fine.

"Do you wanna talk about it?" I asked.

"No. Yes. Ugh," he groaned, and then wiped his face with his free hand. He paused a second, crouching down to dip his roller back into the paint. He stood up and continued painting as he spoke.

"His definition of acceptance is going out of his way to torment his kids about their sexualities but not outright stopping them from dating. I hate it."

"We don't care what he thinks, right? Who gives a fuck," I gave him an uneasy smile.

He shrugged and continued painting.

I wondered what kinds of things were said when they didn't have company.

"You wanna go to the movies tomorrow night? Kankri'll drive us," I offered.

"Can't," he replied, "dads making me go to a boxing class tomorrow."

"Boxing?" I repeated, "what the fuck for?"

"He says he's trying to prepare me for real life, whatever that means."

"I hate it when people say that. Real life. What, like this is fake life?" I roll my eyes.

That makes him smile. "Yeah," he agrees.

We talked a while longer, painting the fence all the way. We were about half way done with the first of the three sides when Roxy came out and told us that we could stop.

"Mom told him she was turning on The Lord Of The Rings and dad left," she laughed. "She's gonna pass out twenty minute in, you guys wanna watch it with me and Rosie?"

"Nah, we're gonna walk to the party store," Dave answers for the both of us.

"You need any money, Davey?" She asks. He shook his head no and she pulled him into a hug. She hugged me too before she went back inside. I could smell her and she was defiantly drunk.

The sun was starting to set when we finally left the Lalonde-Strider homestead. We walked in our dirty converse down the side of the road, out of the cul-de-sac and out of the subdivision. We walk out to the main road where we followed that about a half mile down the road to a convince store.

"Alright, alright," Dave chatted, "check this."

He was a lot more chatty now he was away from his family.

"Life's like a boat, gotta keep it afloat, one day I'm sure, I'll make it ashore, I can assure you," he rapped, pronouncing each word incorrectly to force it to rhyme. "Sometimes shits a wash, but sometimes you gotta keep things clean, know what I mean?… That's all I got."

"That's pretty bad," I laughed, "you write raps like a teenager writes mediocre fanfiction. Badly."

He shoved me playfully and I shoved him back.

We made it to the corner store in less time than I thought we would. He grabbed us a couple of cans of Arizona, the green can with the cherry blossoms, and two sleeves of star bursts. We both split the bill and walked home, drinking syrup tea and trying not to choke on candy.

We were back at his house by dark, and his dad was still absent. Dave drug me down to his basement where his two sisters sat near each other on the couch. Both were facing a TV bigger than the hood of a goddamn truck.

"Where's mom?" Dave asked, "The Lord Of The Shitasses are still on, so I haven't been gone that long."

Rose turned to us and put her finger to her lips.

"Keep it down," she spoke quietly, "Roxy's sleeping. I put mom to bed about ten minutes ago."

" 'm not sleepin,' " Roxy mumbled, and she sat up. Dave plopped himself down between his sisters and I took up the far end, on one side of Rose. It was a close fit, this couch wasn't meant for four.

"Yo, move your bony ass over," Dave huffed, shoving his sister into me, and by extension, my hips into the armrest.

"We have the same ass, and it's not bony," Rose retorted.

"Quit wriggling, Strider," I hissed.

"The state of this basement living room is sad. This is some marvelous out of order bull shit, it's like a cluster fuck of seagulls all after the same groady ass french fry. Like the spandex store had a sale and all the mother fucking secret identitys converged on it," he rambled.

"Strider!" I warned, "knock it off, you dim-witted, weasel faced lunatic."

He ignored me. "This is all discombobuled and not right. Rap off for who gets off the couch."

"Dave," Rose deadpanned. She pointed to their elder sibling. She'd fallen asleep again during his fucking sermon of speech.

"Rap. Off," he demanded. His sister rolled her eyes.

What flew from her mouth next made my jaw drop.

"This is going to end like every argument does, with you kissing my ass and begging me to stop. I'm on top, you insufferable prick. Hold on, I'll find you a bucket to kick."

Dave looked downright offended. "Whoa, whoa, hold up, you got that first part from Jenna god damn Marbles."

"She's an Internet sensation."

Dave smirked. I couldn't see behind his sunglasses, but I could pretty well tell he had something good up his sleeve.

"This is a federal fucking issue, you're gonna need a tissue. They're gonna have to reissue all your common sense, get off the fence, girl, your words make me wanna hurl."

"Roxy says quiet," the older girl muttered though the couch cushion.

With their rap off prematurely ended, the younger Strider twins exchanged looks. Rose had known they were going to wake Roxy. Sighing, she got up, relinquishing hold of her spot on the couch and by extension, the TV. As soon as she left, Dave changed the movie to some action flick that he liked and had seen a hundred times.

When he sat back down, he sat closer to me.

I looked away because I didn't want him to see the heat rising to my cheeks. Then it occurred to me he could probably see it anyway. He was sitting so close to me, I could feel the heat radiate off of him.

He was taller than me, by a good four inches, so I had to look up when I turned my attention to him. He smiled at me from behind those ridiculous shades. I found myself scowling, reaching over, and pushing them on top of his head.

"I didn't know you had eyes," I deadpanned.

He didn't say anything. For once in his whole life, he didn't say anything.

I felt his fingertips graze my hand, hesitantly, and I found myself lacing fingers with him.

Strider wasn't somebody you go to for a lot of reassurance or physical contact. He didn't even like to brush elbows in the halls at school. He was still smiling and still holding my hand and I thought for a moment that I'd never seen somebody so happy.

Then, like a shot to the heart, I thought about Terezi. I felt bad, for doing whatever confusing thing I'd done to her. I never knew if I wanted to be more than friends with her. I guessed I should have figured that out before I started seeing Dave. I didn't want to think about how I'd completely fucking botched that entire relationship. She probably never wanted to speak to me again and my tongue went to touch my chipped tooth, as if to remind me.

"Are you okay?" Dave whispered, leaning in close to me.

He was right there, right fucking there.

"Strider?"

"Hmm?"

"Kiss me."

And he did.

He tasted like fruit from the starburst, and vaguely like blistex Chapstick. His lips were wet and warm and his whole body was soft as we sort of slumped into each other. Kissing Dave felt like coming home. He didn't make the guilt I felt go away, but a million other feelings rushed into my chest and all of them were good.

When he pulled away, he pulled his shades back down over his eyes. We were both panting slightly, out of breath because neither of us knew how to kiss and breathe at the same time. His lips mashed the corner of my mouth, and my head jerked to steal another kiss.

Behind him, Roxy coughed, and then she gagged. Dave sprung off of me in an instant, dashing to the nearby laundry room. Roxy sat up, still coughing and covering her mouth. Dave returned with a bucket just in time.

Roxy retched, and threw up. She groaned, brushing her hair back to keep it out of the way.

"Fuck," she said, spitting into the bucket before she gagged again, throwing up a second time.

"You okay, Rox?" Dave asked, looming over her.

"Don't tell dad, Davey, please," she begged, looking up at him with watering eyes.

"I won't," he assured. He went upstairs for a moment, and returned with a bring pink tie for Roxy's hair.

I always thought the older Strider sister could hold her liquor. She was sort of known for being the neighborhood drunk. Dave pulled her hair back for her and wrapped the elastic around it.

"I gotta quit," she muttered, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, "I can't do this anymore."

Dave didn't reply.

She coughed again and put the bucket down. She put her head in her hands and the room was quiet.

It was time for me to go, I decided. This was getting awkward. I stood up.

"I'm gonna go," I said. Dave looked over at me, he didn't look very happy.

"I'll text you," I said and he nodded.

I saw myself out.

Groaning, I unlocked my door, and Kankri greeted me from the living room. I told him to shove it, ignored my dad and went up to my room. I threw myself down on my bed and scooped my pet hermit crab out of his cage next to my bed. I let him crawl over my hands and arms. It'd taken me forever to get him comfortable enough not to hide when I held him.

Terezi always liked him, I'd let her hold him a few times too. I opened my phone and, before I chickened out, sent her a text message.

To: Pyrope Message: hey Timestamp: 8:46

The message read delivered. Seconds later a read notification popped up, meaning her phone had read the message aloud to her. I waited and waited, but she never replied.

I sighed and decided to text Dave.

))To: Strider Message: Hows your sister? Timestamp: 8:50((

))From: Strider Message: better. I got her to go back to sleep. Timestamp: 8:50((

))From: Strider Message: sorry about all that. Timestamp: 8:51((

))To: Strider Message: it's fine. We can have sloppy make outs anytime. Timestamp: 8:51((

))From: Strider Message: yeah. Hey, you wanna watch a movie with me Timestamp:8:51((

))To: Strider Message: I just left Timestamp: 8:52((

))From: Strider Message: no, man. Like, online. We'll both watch the same movie, and, like, text each other during. Timestamp: 8:52((

I smiled, and drew my legs up under me. I snatched my laptop up from the floor and turned it on.

))To: Strider Message: 50 first dates? Timestamp: 8:53((

))From: Strider Message: oh my god, you've got to be kidding me Timestamp: 8:53((

))To: Strider Message: like your taste in movies is any better Timestamp: 8:54((

))From: Strider Message: whatever fine Timestamp: 8:54((

I pulled up the website I usually pirated movies from and pulled up Fifty First Dates. We watched all ninety nine minutes of Adam Sandler and Drew Barrymore struggling to make it work.

I got my mind off of everything for a while, it was just me and Dave and the movie.

* * *

><p>-throws Davekat in and slams the door- ITS CANON, FITE ME<p>

Check my profile for updates! Next up is an Aradia chapter, an alpha kid friendship chapter, and then a Rufio/Horuss chapter


End file.
